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Taking Time Out 


Thunder rumbled overhead and, through the tour bus windows, Taylor watched as lightning streaked across 
the sky. Dark clouds, heavy with rain, rolled over the festival grounds and blocking out the last of the setting 


sun. 


The festival grounds were quiet with just a few of the bands staying on site. Security wandered the perimeter 


and, from time to time, knocked on the RV door to make sure that everyone inside was safe and happy. 


Outside of the RV, he could hear the other two men moving around. They were supposed to barbecue but the 
weather looked like it might make them take a rain check Taylor wrapped the blanket tighter around himself as 


more thunder rolled overhead. 


He wanted to listen to the rain. There was something soothing about the pattering of rain on the roof of the 
RV. From his vantage point on the couch, he could see the small skylight. The tiny square of plastic showed the 
red and orange of the evening sky with a few tendrils of storm clouds beginning to creep in. Soon the rains 


would arrive and he could close his eyes and quieten his ever-chattering brain. 


"Taylor?" 


The voice made him turn his head and he found Wiley leaning against the open door. The man with the 


corkscrew blonde hair gave him a small smile. 

"Gonna come outside?" he asked. 

Taylor shrugged. "Gonna rain" 

"I know. The awning's out and we've got pizza on order. Wondered if you wanted to come and join us." 

Taylor gave a quick nod before getting to his feet. Anything was better than being trapped in the RV. He liked 
being outside. Liked the smell of the air and the feel of the grass beneath his feet. He wasn't meant to be kept 
inside for long periods of time, instead, like a plant, needing to be fed and watered by the great outdoors. 

The air was thick and humid with the promise of rain hanging heavy. He could smell the change in the weather 
with an earthy dampness hanging around them. His toes curled in to the grass and Taylor took a deep breath 
of the cloying air. 

The awning had indeed been stretched from the side of the RV, its blue and white striped material almost 
invisible with the darkness that lingered overhead. Fairy lights twinkled from the metal frame, casting tiny 


spots of light on the crisp, sun-dried grass. 


Taylor dropped on to one of the plastic sun loungers and pulled the blanket back over himself. He shivered as 


thunder rolled overhead and he felt the air become a little heavier. 

"Rain's close," he murmured. 

‘| know," Wiley softly replied 

The younger man pulled up a sun lounger beside Taylor and stretched out his long body. His hair spilled over 
the white plastic and he let one hand trail on the ground. To Taylor, he looked exhausted as though the heat, 
and the road, had sapped the energy from him. 

The first drops of rain fell against the awning and Taylor felt a shiver run along his spine. He closed his eyes 
and stretched out his left arm. His hand brushed against Wiley's and Taylor felt a soft smile twitch his lips. 

Linking his fingers with Wiley’s, he loosely held the other man's hand. 

"We don't do this often enough," he said. "I like feeling you." 


The silence hung between them, punctuated only by the rain and thunder. Already the air was beginning to cool 
and Taylor pushed himself deeper beneath his blanket. 


"We don't," Wiley replied. "I like knowing that you're close. You're-" He paused. "You're a comfort" 


"Really?" 
"Yeah, really." 


Taylor opened an eye and looked at Wiley. Beyond him, Taylor could see the dark sheets of rain beginning to 


grow closer. 
'It goes both ways," he said. "I like that you're here for me, too." 


Gently he squeezed the younger man's hand, noting how Wiley's corkscrew hair fell in to his eyes. In that 
moment, he was adorable and Taylor felt his heart swell with the love he felt for his fellow band mates. 


Breathing in the scent of damp earth, Taylor closed his eyes and listened as the rain grew heavier. 

"| love days like this," he murmured. "Mind if we stay like this for a while?" 

"Not at all” 

And so he did. He held Wiley's hand as the rain swept overhead and beat out a rhythm on the RV's awning. 


Around them, the world quietened, appreciating the moment that nature took over. Tomorrow, she would be 


back to sunny smiles and loud music would fill the air. But, just for a while, it was her time to fly. 


